Stories of Washington Life

A SMOKE INSPECTOR'S LIFE IS NOT A HAPPY ONE—HOW
TO GET CARRIAGE EXERCISE—THE MAN WHO SHOPPED.

The District smoke inspector's life l=
not one long, sweet pipe dream, and don’t
vou think it! Nor is his path strewn
with roses. For him all roads lead to
trouble, and if you doubt it, and your
ears are not too sensitive, just follow the
poor fellow a few blocks and convince
vourseif. He is called most any old
thing that ranges from a bad, bold man
down to a driveling sky-gazing idiot,
Some incidents prove amusing—almost
funny enough to create a plot for a
Cohan comedy—while others are so dls-
astrous in their results that if an ob-
server has any interest in this man, and
the vicissitudes his work necessarily en-
tails, he at once feels impelled to send
in a hurry call for an ambulance the mo-
ment he claps eye on him and the curi-
ous crowd his appearance Invariably col-
lects, Always there are breakers ahead.
and then some, which is one reason the
inspector has taken to tha housetops
and from there keeps tab on the Burround-
ing smokestacks. However, knowledge
is with the smoke inspector as it i3 with
other men of affairs, he gains it slowly
and usually at a great cost, and this
particular time it came very nearly being
$10 or thirty days.

Out on R street, one day recently, when
the smoke inspector stood on the curb,
comfortably supported by a big, oak tree,
and absorbed in his own meditation,
which was strictly confined to the cendi-
tion of a stream of smoke emitting from
a neighboring smokestack. he was rude-
ly awakened from his trance by the pres-
ence of a hatless, wild-looking man, who
seemed endeavoring to swallow the rem-
pants of his noonday meal, and at the
same time hand the inspector bunches of
incoherent, abusive accusations, which
brought the smoke man back to earth
with more than a dull, sickening thud,
whereupon he learned from the wild-look-
ing man that he was & menace to the
public peace; that he had destroyed his
dinner, thrown hls wife into hysteries,
which had started the children crying,
and the dog howling, and that he would
handed over to the first officer in
sight. Now, this particular t!'lh'pk‘li‘l')r is
not of those who discover rifts In their
harness only on the morning of the bat-
tle. He is prepared for all contingencies,
and straightway locked the dismay ap-
propriate for the occasion, and disguised
as well ag he could his alarm at the prob-
able development. Throwing out his chest
untii he resembied a stone bust of Au-
gustus ( was heard to remark
in his inimitable style something like this:

“Siy, if T were in your pesition and be-
lieved you to be guilty of the things you
are acrusing me, I'd have cleaned you up
without a question. I'll admit that this
of the most conclusive circum-
stantial evidence, and that's why I'm giv-
ing you a moment of my time, but T want
to explain te you, sir, that I have not
the slightesi interest in your wife or the
stvie of her coiffure, or dress, and when

be

he

esar,

is a case

she rushed to you with the news that 1|

never took my ‘impudent eyes from her
window the entire time she was comb-
ing her hair’' and performing other mat-
ters pertaining to toilet, and the
many other remarkable statements that
you have brought across the street to me,
1 want to urge, sir, that she is a vietim® of
a hallucination, and had it not been for
your wife racing over the house, madly
pulling down every shade on the premises,
1 wouldn't know what you are driving at.
I've been accused of many things in try-
ing to perform my duty, but never be-
fore have 1 been faced with the charge
of being a Jack-the-Ripper, Jack-the-Hug-

one's

ger, or Jack-the-Peeper I, sir, am a
District smoke inspector, attending to
my business, and it's unfortunate for me

that I can't go dround labeled to that
effect. And one other thing: It seems to
me, if you thought I was any of the
above mentioned, you've been a long time
telling me so."

So you , the smoke inspector Is a
lonely man, after all, and gets little sym-
pathy from those who were called by the

y of heaven to less rigorous voca-

s

One of those hot days in March, when

the mercury, In its desire to reach the
top of the little tube which marks the
limit of its possible endeavors, a num-

ber of men, apparently
, Stood in the cor-
Avenue office building, and,

1 & few remurks that reached

with no other busine
ridor of an
judging fro

s bystander, were discussing their do-
mestic woes

“Wel said the man who wore a
chronic sneer, “'there is one thing I'll

about my wife, she doesn't care a tap
of her small, whita fingér for money, but

1 may as well mention that I'm of the
faith that teaches, if one ecan't speak
well of a person, speak no ill. At the
game time, my dear friends, I have a
great reverence for truth, too, which it's
just as well to add, would be woefully

violated were I to state that the partner
of my life is not the sort of woman who
is ever gadding about attending to every-
body's bus rather than the affairs
of nily; that she does super-
intend the culinary department, wherein
all the unbreakable biscuits and dyspep-
tie, soggy p'e crust are manufactured by
ti untidy, untimely cook, whe always
serves dinner, anywhere from two to four
hours after the appointed dinner hour,
and equally against my consclence it
would be, to say that the mending and
darning is always done before Sugday
morning, no matter what happens, includ-
ing the euchre fights and bridge wrangies
that have taken place during the week.
However, I can and do state in all truth
and sincerity that my wife, at least,
does not care for money.”

Then the bystander, whose face scowled
with rightecus indignation, thought that
ghe. had at last heard this paragon of
meanness say something that might, even
in a small way, redeem him from at least
being the meanest creature breathing, for,
thought she, he does give his wife the
credit of belng economical, a quality a
man rarely attributes to woman, being a
virtue he scarcely ever believes it possi-
ble for her to possess, but one which all
men are convinced includes the noblest
elements a woman can develop. At this
juncture the sneer on the malevolent-
faced man broadened, ag he almost seem-
ed to have heard the bystander's
thoughts, “But,” he quickly added, “econ-
omy is not what I'm talking about,
though I did say, and 1 repeat, she
doesn’t care a tap of her small, white
finger for money. A deollar, $30, or even
$500 has no significance to her—they all
jlook allke to my wife—all she thinks
about and wants to do is to run around
to every known shop in Washington
and pile up the bills for me to pay-—for
when it comes to actually spending
money, she’s nowhere to be found—she
Jeaves it all for me to do.”

Talk about woman's inhumanity to wo-
man. Just ask the bystander what she
knows about man's inhumanity to wo-
man and the inevitable disillusions of
family life, A man may be at mo-
ments a poet, at momeénts a saint, but for
the greater part of the time a man is &
man, and it may prove interesting to
know that the bystander has completed
arrangements with a local editor to write
great, long dissertations on the risk, sae-
rifices, responsibilities, and trouble in-

her own fs

volved by the single act of saddling one-
self for a lifetime with some one man,
and therein, no doubt, will Introduce
many ideas upon which fresh traditions
could be based.

A clerk in one of the local departments
made application for a thirty days’ leave
one morning in the week just ended, and
by so0 doing created all sorts of consterna-
tion,

“What!” exclaimed his fellow-cleriks;
“going to take your whole leave In a
bunch?"’ =
“Yes,” he replied, "“I'm going to take my
whole leave In a bunch, right now, and
start as soon as I get it—where, I have
nof yet decided, but T shall at least start.”

Whereupon the entire force bestowed
upon the “leaving” clerk a glance that was
clearly meant to shrivel him into the be-
lief that he is a 100, 40, and 20-to-1 shot,
all three ways across the board, and that
he wouldn't de at any stage of the route,

Undaunted, however, the clerk faced the
astounded erowd and announced: “This
morning I was informed that next week
‘we will begin housecleaning.’ Well, it's
right here I jump the city, for during the
tryving periad of housecleaning everything
i do is wrong; I have absolutely no rights,
gleep, or anything else that suggests
sanity, and past experiences force me to
take precautions against losing a limb, it
not my life.

“Any man, particuiarly if he has been
married for four or five years, practically
takes his life in his own hands in attempt-
ing to ascend the stairs after dark even
when armed with a burglar's lamp. He
unquestionably . invitea fate to do her
worst. For instance, you come home dead
tired and think before dinner you will
run up into your room and throw yourself
upen the couch for a little rest, Having,
for the moment, forgotten other hafr-
breadth escapes upon previous occasions,
you neglect to clutch the baluster as you
ascend, and as a consequence, slip on the
second or third step from the top and
land at the bottom of the long flight. If
it wasn’t the soap it is sure to be the wax
or a bucket of dirty water. Then you are
put to bed with the assistance of the
family, and next morning marked ‘absent
without leave’ at the department. Some-
times it hag been known where the vie-
tims have reached the bedroom door
without really serious accident, whereupon
some such thing as this follows: You're
in a hurry, and, again unmindful of the

The bed has been put mear the door be-
cause It is in a better position there for
the summer, which is usually
four months off.
from the pain of this bruise to get another
and more gerious one from the bureau,
while the chairs that you have overturned
in the conflict are not so much as noticed,
that is, by yvou, This comeg later, when
the family assemble. At last, an aching
Lazarus, you grope in the direction of the
eouch, and in positive agony prepare to
sink upon it. But even the faithful old
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advent of spring, you rush into the room, |

or |
And you only recover |

and that will do.” At this juncture the
shopper got wise to the fact that all the
surrounding clerks were on, and that he
was the whole show.

“Aln't it cute?” and “Wouldn't you hate
to be tied to an jdiot like that?” and
other equally complimentary remarks
forced him to realize that he had made
himself ridiculous, and that he was the
main guy. Being 2 man of resources,
determined to get even. "

“Young lady,” he again shouted, *'I
told you the garment ig for a woman, &0
just give me any old color, any old size,
Anything that takes your eye will save
a heap of my time, no matter
what it is it will be sure to be exchanged
al least three times.”

“And what do you know about that?”
drawled the little boy up in his perch,
wrapping bundles. .

The glimpse one catches of the unfor-
tunate patients who are brought to the
City Hall on Thursdays of each week,
when they are examined as to their in-
sanity, presents a picture so weird and
pathetic that the impression is not easily
forgotten, but, like every phase of life, the
humorous side, t0o, appears.

“Last Thursday,” remarked a lawyer
‘who happened to be leaving court as the
patients were starting for Bt, Elizabeth's
Hospital for the Insane, ‘I chanced to
hear an old soldler, a patient, endeavor-
ing to engage one of the attendants in
conversation and convince him that his
theory of the subject that interested him,
but had no apparent attraction for the

and ncble werk.

“Meeting with a persistent and {rritating
gflence from the attendant, and with an
attitude that denoted the full appreclation
of the meaning of dust and ashes, the old
soldler turned to me and, with a hopeless-
ness that seemed a tragedy within itself,
asked: ‘What's the use of belonging to a
thinking society, boss, if you can't be &
member?

“*Attendant,” I shouted. ‘here's a man
ready to report for duty!""

Washington, of all cities, is over-
crowded with cranks and freaks of every
degree, and as a result of these fre-
quently harmiess but annoying people
many funny things, in the way of charges
and complaints, happen at headquarters
every day thet never reach the public.

“I reckon the most amusing I've ever
had,” said a downtown policeman, “was
when 1 was detalled, in answer to charges
made by the sextons of severa! of the
leeal churches, to wateh a church where
a number of funeral services were held
during the past week, in order to land a
man whe systematically attends every
funeral at which he can steal a ride,

“In the many complaints that have
come in about him all agree that he is
quiet and respectful, and, if the accasion
demands, deeply grieved, but it is none
the fess annoying, so the complainant in-
variably states, to have a wan-looking
stranger face you at every turn of the
head,

“Well, I'd no sooner reach one church
than I'd learn that the ({ll-looking
stranger had just left there, but that I

where a certain funeral
some tithe later in the day. This sort of
kept up for some time, and was
beginning to get on my nerves, However,
waited, and one day recently I just
happened to strike It.

“The funeral was leaving the church as
I came along, and right in among the
family of the deceased I spied my man,
witom I knew the Instant I
eye upon him.

“'Just a moment,’ T sald, putting my
hand on his arm, ‘I want to speak with
you. Are you a friend of the deceased?

' *No,” he replied.

. “'But, of course, you Xnow some mem-
ber of the family and are here in respect
to them?” 1 ventured.

“‘No, sir, I am here 0n my own ac-
count,’ he answered, in a little, thin
voice. *The truth of the matter is, the
doctor has ordered me to take carriage
exercise, and as I can't afford to ride, 1
just get the exercise necessary to me by
attending all the funerals I chance to
hear of, and the road to the cemetery Is
a very pleasant one. At any rate, it
doesn't do anybody any harm and does
me a great deal of good.’

“After this knock-out blow, I was at a
loss to know exactly what to do with my
man. He seemed so reasonable in the
question of his hedith that I finally ex-
plained the sftuation te him and he ac-
companied me to the station without any
trouble, where he was not detained, but
was given to understand that the prace
tice of attending unknown funerals for

A

Growth of Poultry Industry

] BY FREDERIC J. HASKIN.

"The growth of the poultry industry in
ths United States is one of the marvels
of the time. The American Standard of
Perfection, as drafted and copyrighted by
the American Poultry Asscciation, names
over a hundred varieties of fowls, all of
which are due to the development of man,
except one. The original fowl was a come-
ly, wild thing, which made its home in
the jungle along with the rest of pri-
meval creation, It is a long eall from this
ancient fowl of ungainly proportions to
the lordly Langshan or the massive Co-
chin of the present day, but the ancestry
is certain. The relation can be traced
back farther than the time of Christ.

Europe, Asla, and America have all con~
tributed to the development of the poul-
try family, and the many and varied
strains that now exist are the result of
centuries of improvement. England and
America have been foremost in the work,
however, and the results accomplished by

ihe sake of carriage exercise must end.”

T HEZSD

The Arbiter has received a letter ask-
ing, “What is & snob?' and if there are
many of the specles in Washington. To
properly define a snob {s & magnum opus.
Perhiaps the two best definitions that
cover this objectionable element of so-
clety are Charles Lever’'s, in his "One of
Them”—"Ain’t a snob a fellow as wants
to be taken for better bred, or richer, or
cleverer, or more influential than he real-
ly i18?"—and Thackeray's “"He who mean-
ly admires mean things is a snob.” That
thera are plenty of this class in Wash-
ington, he who runs may percelve. It is
doubtful, indeed, If these gentry congre-
gate in greater numbers in any center of
the world than at the American Capital,
which scems to be an especial ground for
their operations. 1f one really seeks to
know everything about a snob, he should
]rmd Thackeray's “Book of Snobs, by One
| of Themselves,” in which he specifies the
different varieties, some of which are
“The Snob Royal,”” “Respectable Snobs,”
“Greater City Snobs,’ “Military Snobs,”
“Clerical Snobs,” and so on,

But this Mst there could be added
very many which have grown up with sur
newer civilization. For instance, the
{ Chauvinistic snob, that blatant indlvidual
who stands with legs far apart, waving the
American flag in one hand, and pulling
the tail of a screaming ezgle with the
other, on the deck of some European-
bound steamship. To be sure he generally
comes back with the flag tucked away in
one part of his trunk, the much mutifated
eugle occupying the other, a sadder and a
wizer snob, but he is none the less objec-
| tionable while he does exist.

to

I Then we have the political snob, a viru-
lent type, to be avoided. It would be un-

couch that was before so convenient, to
daylight and gaslight as well, has been
moved, and you strike the hard, unsym-
pathetic floor, which proves the
straw, and only soft in Its gquality com-
pared with the veices that now surround
you, and in mortal terror you, a big, strong
man, lie there, forced to listen, in the
course of the bathing of wounds, to long,
snappy talks on the awkwardness of man,
eruel man, and the abuse of the care-
worn, downtrodden, overworked woman.
Then you are told to get up, and you get
a look at yourself. You are ashamed to
go out, so disconsolately hobble down-
stairs, happy to stand in the kitchen door
but not for long. Even the wind is in the
wrong direction for you, and the odors of
gasoline and the whiriwind of dust from
the dangling carpets on the line scon force
you into dinner—a rehash of yesterday's
evening meal.
1 ‘hear on all sides, which seems sufficient
explanation, at least to them. So I man-
age to swallow the cold ham or stew in

grateful silence. But this year,” con-
cluded the clerk, “I'm off for some-
where, where there is no housecleaning,

and I'm leaving to-night, and T shall not
only get rid of the housecleaning period,
but, kind friends, shall escape the talk
and threats that precede the attack.”

A Washington poet, Who upon sundry
occasions has tried the good nature of his
friends in listening to oft-told tales, met
with a rebuke one day not long ago from
which it will take him some time to re
cover, He had been reciting one of his
poems, and did so in response to a simpie,
very commonplace question put to him by
a friend, who had endured as many of
the same brand as his patlence and good
nature would stand for. *“Hold on,”” cried
he. “A poet you may be, but you
always bring to my mind the little story

of some children who were telling one
another about the occupations of their
fathers. One lttle girl stammered out

that her father was the best man in the
whole wide world, because he was a min-
ister, and brought people to church and
so to God. Another child maintained that
her papa was the very best man in the
world because, he being a doctor, healed
the sick and made them well, so they
could go to church, And three or more
children told of the greatness of their
fathers, until it finally came time for a
blue-eyed, golden-haired little miss to
tell of her gifted parent, ‘Oh!' ghe piped,
‘bur my dear papa’s best and greatest of
all fathers, because my papa's a poet.'
“*A poet!' exclaimed one unusually

just joined the group. ‘W a poet is not
a profession; that's a disease; that's what
my father calls it." "

And now the long-suffering friend and
the Washington poet are not even nod-
ding as they pass by.

A man rushed into one of the depart-
ment stores’ here in town just before
Easter Sunday and stated in rather a
confidential tone to the saleswoman at
the notion counter that he wanted “a
blouse for his wife.”” “You'll find them
on the second floor,” she answered, be-
tween numerous giggles, Then the would-
be shopper made for the elevator. Whether
he doubted the young woman's word as to
where he might locate the coveted blouse,
or whether it was the enthusiasm of his
first Easter gift cannot be determined.
At any rate, everybody within a mile
knew he wanted a blouse for his wife,
and he was finally led straight to the
counter where blouses of all kinds were
on exhibition.

“] want a blouse for my wife,” he
shouted to the girl in charge of that de-
partment. “It must be pretty, and it's
got to be s.lk or some other expensive
material, and let it cost twenty or thirty
dollars, I don't care, just so it's & good
one."

“What color do you prefer?”’ asked the
astonished clerk.

“Color? Why, any color, I reckon.”

“What size, then?”’ she snapped back.
“Is the lady large or is she small?”

“Now, that's just wherc you got me,’
the eageér husband responded. ‘“‘Some-
times I say, ‘Doliy, you're fat’ and she
gets mad about that—brain-storm, you
know—and when I say, ‘Doll, you're zet-
ting thin,” she's forious. Just hand me

out the most expensive oue youa huve,

last !

But ‘we're housecleaning,” |

bright, wholesome-looking child, whe had |

fair to mention names in this connection,
but any one with half an imagination can
| it the cap to a number of hoth the Upper
and Lower Houses. The moneyed snob is
{always present, the man who thinks be-
{cause he was a successful pork-packer he
car buy anything, comamit any rudeness,
|demand any sacrifice from his friends,
| fill the whoie® of the public stage, who
| wonders that because he comes to Wash-
| ington and builds a big house, handsone-
|1y furnished by contract, the cave-dweli-
|ers, who had grandfathers and. grand-
imaothers, do not rush out to meet him
with extended hands.

Then there is the social anob, some littie

!m;m. perhaps, who was appointed to a
1mhmr clerkship In one of the departments,
jand who, because of his ability to dance,
|his savolr faire, and his stupidity, be-
|cause clever people are very rarely social
| successes (society in the main tolerating
{no brilllancy greater than Its own, and
{society Dbeing very mediocre), ohtains a
{soclal position and becomes an arbiter ele-
{gantum, takes himself quite seriously,
and uses his blue pencil on the lists that
are submitted to him with as much sang
1fruxd as if he was born to the purpie.
, Then there Is the charity snob, the man
|or woman with doleful looks or irritat-
|ingly joyous expression, whose “behold
| how much holier I am than thou art, be-
|cause of the time I give to the poor,"
|makes one desplse all charitles and Ml
rindividuals connected with them. Indeed,
{the various varieties of snobs are so in-
| finite that it is impossible to make even a
{partial list in & limited space, but they
|should be shunned, trod upon, and east
down.

It is very difficdlt to avoid belng a snob;
cultivation against the habit must be be-
gun at birth, How often one sees the
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smallest tots in the park, spreading out
thelr clothes *with smug satisfaction, to
show their little companions how much
more elegant their frocks are than thelrs.
This snobbishness enters into every fea-
ture of life, from babyhood until old age,
and while much can be done to modify
the feeling, no definite rule can be giveén
that will obliterate it, even though this is
the age of soclal reform. Whether a man
or woman becomes a gentleman or a lady
or & snob, lies entirely with the education
received at home, and, therefore, it be-
hooves the mother of children to look to
it that their girls and boys affect none of
the bumptious manners that make them
impossible in later life, A person is ac-
cepted because of his or her manners. It
is impossible to judge character Instanter,
but the gracious individual, the Kindly in-
dividual, the one whou forgets self for
others, the kind-hearted and cuitivated in-
dividual, are always accepted in society,
where their bumptious contemporaries are
rejected.

Apropos of snobbery, Mrs. Bloomileld
Moore, in hLer very interesting book on

etiguette, tells a story of a young Quaker
who bore a name distinguished In Eng-
lish history. Some one asking him {f the
famous person was his ancestor, he re-
plied
*“*Not that 1
“But surely

of."
What coat of

9

am aware
you can tell,
family bear
izl coat belongs to the family
in eommon; and I have good reason to
think that of my ancestors must
have made their own coats, if they had
answered the facetious Quaker.

what is your crest?’ insisted his

arms does ¥
“No espec

some

But

Interrogator. “You surely must have a
crest with your name."”
“"We use no cresat,”” replied the brutal

yvouth, whereupon he was interrupted by
his grandmother, & real arihtncrat, who
sald:

“Why does thee felgn Ignorance when
thea well knows that our crest is a naked
arm with a blade in 1t, and that we do
not use it because we are Friends.”

"Which only proves,” replied her ob-
streperous grandson, ‘‘that our ancestors
were butchers, and that Friends are not
willing to own to such a plebeian origin.”

A reply which Mrs. Moore attributes to
the Quaker youth's horror of snobbery;
but it is a question just here if it was
not more snobbish of him to disclaim
than affirmi his possession of a family
crz8t. There is no snobbishness in belng
proud of one’s family, “but pretenss,” as
Mrs. Moore continues, “i=-snobbishness,
and snobbishness is always vulgarity.”

BY THE
ARBITER

an Invitation to dine with Mr, and Mrs.
Bmith.,” It is always well to express
definitely and accurately the reasom why
an invitation is refused. If it is accepted,
say simply that, “Mr. and Mrs. Jones ac-
cept with pleasure Mr. and Mrs, Blank's
invitation to dinner at seven o'clock on
the twentleth of April.”

3. Question: Is it permissible to ask a person to
your bouse before you bave called upon them? For

staying in Washington, would it be currect for me,
who entertaln constantly, to =nd an invitation to
dinner without previously leaving my card?
Answer: The circumstances must be
very extraordinary that would do away
with the necessity for calling. It is only
necessary to leave vour cards at the home
or stopping place of the person in ques-

Invitation, This may seem a needless for-
mality, but to ignore it Is an evidence of
ill breeding.

T am not a Roman Catholis, but 1
anxious to meet the papal delegate,
Can you tell me how this cn be

4  Question:
Am exiremely
Mr, Paleonio
brought about ¥

Answer: If you have no friend who is
an intimate of Monsignor Falconio to
introduce you, I think it would be suffi-
clent to simply present your card at the
papal legation. The present papal dele-
gate is the mildest and most hospitable
of men, and you are sure to meet with a
warm welcome,

5. Question: Can you tell me sumething regarding
the mles erning the marriages of Americans In
foreign countries?

Answer: Yes; the
you on this subject,
time and space than is at his disposal,
and he would suggest that
yourself at the Department of State,
which can give you definite laws on the
subject. If it will help you in any way,
it 18 easier for foreigners to he married
in England, Austria, and Italy, than In
any of the other countries of Europe
There are many requirements to fulfili in
Germany and France, and after the cere-

Arbiter

can

you

mony, the contracting parties are never
absolutely sure that they are properly
married. As perhaps vou know, there

have been many romances based on this
theme.

6. Question: Will you please give me a frenn for
& spring picnie? We purpose, some twenty of us,

turning in time for dinner. The trip will he made
in sweémobiles, five in number, ard every car is
supposed tu carry a hamper.

Answer: The menu can be as simple or
as elaborate as one chooses. It % not a
difficult matter to carry a chafing dish

L Question: If ome recelves an invitetlon for
ar wing at home, with ns request to reply, is it
obligatory to send an answer?

Answer: Most certainly. Every private
house s limited, and the hgstess must
know at the first possible moment how
many guests to expect. It is now never
congidersed necessary to ask for an ans-
wer, as has been previously stated in
these columns.

2. Question: Will you kindly give me a correct
form for wording & dinner invitation, and for an ac
scptance of the same!

Answer: “Mr. and Mrs. Blank request
the pleasure of Mr. and Mrs, Jones’ com-~
pany at dinner on Tuesday, the twerntieth
of April, at seven o'clock.” Such an invi-
tation should be replied to within the
hour, and the reply should read, if the in-
vitation is regretted: “Mr. and Mrs. Jones
regret extremely their inability to accept
Mr. and Mrs. Blank's invitation te dine
with them on April twentieth, at seven

o'clock, as they have previously accepted
'

WORNOUT CREEDS.
Editor The Washington Herald:

After reading an articie by Ella Wheeler
Wilcox, entitled “Worn-out Creeds,” in
connection with an anonymous prayer in
the New York Jou-aal, one is amazed to
| think she should tuke the writer of this
so-called prayer seriously. Among Roman
Catholics he is reckoned a lunatic whose
insanity protects him from rebuke as his
anonymity protects him from exposure.

Her idea of the Christian churches is so
‘wrnng, so illogical and contradictory that
|l would call attention to a few points
i

taught by the oldest of them. Our Cath-
olic churches are open to us day and
night, and the patient Saviour waits us
there, No one takes us er compels us to
enter, and our beloved church would be
she last in the world to force us to reciie
such a prayer.

The prayer of the just must come from
the soul in it8 intercourse with the Crea-
tor, the Babe of Bethlehem, the sorrowing
Saviour of Calvary, or the triumphant
risen Christ. The divine rays of God's
omnipotence will penetrate our being, and
we can commune with Him, yet we need
the liturgy. It gives thh same strength
to our minds and leads us to a loftier way
of praying, as the books written for the
architect, the poet, the artist, the sculp-
tor, or the dramatist, and for all the pur-
suits of iife, Where would these people be
it each followed his or her way of think-
ing without a guida?

She says: “Wa bulld our future by the
gshape of our desires, and not by acts.”
Do you not think the world would go to
wreck if noble desire was not made mani-
fert in act?

What good are beautiful thoughts if
we sit idly by the wayside and do not
act? Tt is action that makes us worthy
of the name Christian.

“Faith without worke ecannot save us.”
Where would San Francisco and its peo-
ple be if it were not for Christian acts?
Desire and beautiful thoughts would not
go far to help them If it were not for
the God-ioving, God-acting men, women,
and children of our country.

This is indeed the religion the world
needs—practical Christian love to help on
those who come our way, or whom we
can reach by thought, work, deed, and
action.

She pays: “Like shriveled leaves these
worn-out creeds are dropping from reli-

| deliclous confections, but a good cold
|luncheon would be chicken or lobster
| salad, cold tomatoes with mayonnaise,
| eress and lettuce sandwiches, dinner rolls,

| Camambert and Roquefort cheese, and an |

|abundance of the
fruits that are in season just now, and
‘:wh;u(-wer wines (iced) one prefers. There
is always the tea basket which is an in-
{dispensable part of the outfit of every
| antomobile in these days, or cocoa and
{ coffee can both be made.

|

; 7. Question: 1s it good form for & young woman
| to dine at the Chevy Chase Ulub alone with & man
| to whom she is pot engaged!

| Answer: No, It is distinctly bad form,
| whether ghe is engaged to him or not. It
|is never good form for a young woman
!m dine at a club unchaperoned

{ Inguiries on special questjons should be
| addressed The Arbiter,
immon Herald,

deliclous Southern

iglnn's tree: the world begins to know its
| needs, and souls are crying to be free.”
| What need have souls to cry for freedom,
{ when the shackles were loosened on reli-
gion's atoning tree?

She is right when she says sorrow will
visit the minds of those who send these
yritings broadcast throughout the land.

He could counsel such.
the writer is sane, when people are nar-
row and weak enough to do such un-
Christian things in life, sometimes their
very weakness helps to save them, for
the ways of the Almighty are not always
our way, and the very fact of their in-
sulting their Divine Saviour has caused
many a Catholic upon receiving these
anonymous letters to whisper a prayer,
not of threats, but of mercy for the en-
lightenment of the sender.

In conclusion she says:

“Away with such creeds to the rag
man; they are moth eaten.” These post-
scripts were not assigned to the rag men,
for there would be danger of these humbie
souls being contaminated. They were
burnt with the trash from the waste
paper baskets.

What does she cail moth-eaten creeds?
Surely none based on the belief in Christ,
For while Christignity hag been attacked
by all the vile pests that the world could
produce, its fair fabric I8 woven with
material from the hand and mind of
God. Such gnats as slanderous publica-
tions will come and go. It does not dis-
turb the mind of the children of this dear
creed and the more the moth tries to eat
this creed the better we love it, and trust
that the all-seeing Father will so clothe
their souls with this fabric of faith that
they too may be saved. For the blas-
phemer our Lord in dying said, “Forgive
them, Father, for they know not what
they do.”

“How can you roli the stone of self

of the Man who died for men.

“How could you let the Christ within
thee rise?" Unless by faithful applica-
tion of His teaching you have built some
likeness to Him in your soul.

I can assure her on my wWord as a
Christien that pur belief, the Credo of
our church, “‘Built on a rock,” gives all
vou demand for souls and.all you have
forgotten or do not know how to demand.

TESSIE ZEH.

‘Washington, D. C
v

We leave them to a merciful God, as ouly |
Granted even that |

away?' Unless you follow the teaching

A triolet;

The thing indite
To Violet,

Yet, what's the
[ like the name

But lack excuse
To use the same,

use?

You can't deny
My case 18 sad.
The sole girl 1 N\
Have ever had
Possessed the tag
Of Betsy Ann!
Would not that gag
A poet man?
Spring Caution,

“Is it a nice day out?”
“It was when I came in."

The Rule,
*“What do you do when yvou can't think
of a joke?”
“Fix up a nearjoke,”
press humorist cheerfully.
imitation these days.”

answered the

Modes in Minstrelsy,
The bard must do a stylish rhyme
To fill his purse.
The fashion at the present time
Is
drop
stitch
verse,

These Girls.
“Were you at the antique exhibition?”
“Yes; and I saw the ugilest old mug!™
“Why didn't you buy it, dear, as a foli
for yours?"

Didn't Understand.

“Yes; I go 'round the golf Iinks every
Sunday.”

“And you deserve credit for it

detour.”

A Spring Thought,

& spade quite a number of things.

”icent years have been nothing short of

instance, if there shouid be s distinguished guest |

tion, and follow it Immediately with the |

inform |
but it requires more |

inform |

leavitng: town at 18 o'rlock in the moruing and re- |

into the country and make all sorts of |

care The Wash- |

“Everything’'s

I hope
you don't have to make much of a

In making garden, a man is apt to call

the fanciers in these two countries in re-

1 remarkable. By intelligent breeding these
I fanelers have produced fowls of all sizes,
from the diminutive bantam to the mam-
moth bronze turkey, one a tiny bit of
feathered vanity weighing only a few
ounces, and the other a bulky fowl
weighing from forty to sixty pounds.

Results equally as wonderful have been
accomplished in color effects. There zre
varieties in red, black, brown, and white,
with nearly all possible combinations, be-
sides buff and Andalusian blue., Not con-
tent with this, the fanclers have shown
that they can lace, stripe, spangle, or bar
the feathers of their birds in any way
to satisfy their individual fancy. In fact,
it seems that about all that is left for
them to do along this line is to put their
initials on the feathers of their birds,
which, in the light of what they have
already done, is not as impossible as it
may sound.

The pigeon fanciers have kept pace with
the poultrymen, and the resuits they have
obtained are truly wonderful. They have
given us the gorgeous fan tall, a litlle
bird with a tafl big enough to almost tilt
its body out of kilter. In the case of the
fan tail the fanciers have simply bred
to a deformity. The improved strain is
merely a line-bred monstrosity. Seme fel-
low found a pigeon in his flock with a tall
feather turned the wrong way. He got the
idea that a bird with all its tail feathers
turned the wrong way would be a good
| thing =0 he scught & mate for his freak,

| paired them, and the fan tail was soon

withh us. Along comeg another fellow
who thought be would like 10 see a pigeon
| with two rows of feathers turned the
| wrong way. We now have them with
‘lhn—e rows, and the end seems for off.
| These fan tails have all the vanity of
! Solomon, In their coops they droop

about with very little show of “life, but
| when taken out they immediately spread
their ample fans and strut about as pom-
i poug as you please When placed in
{front of a mirror they ry to outdo the
| tmage in the glass, and the attempt is
something laughable.

As @ closa second to the fan tajls come
the wonderful tumblers. There are two
kinds, indoor and outdoor tumblers. The
parlor performers will turn somersaults
in the maost artistic manner. The out-
door specie will sail up in the air several
jundred feet, and then (fall suddenly
wnward, turning over and over as they
They right themselves before they
the ground, soar skyward again,

|
|
|

reach

and perform the same astonishing gyra- |

tions until you tire of the performance.
The explanation of the tumbler is simple.
The breeder found a crazy bird, a little
fowl with an insane desire to turn over
continuously. He bred to the freak and
brought forth the clever tumbler to as-
tonish the old folks and delight the little
ones. What will these fanciers do next?

| The successful fancier breeds for beauty
{and utility combined. If he desires to
| create a new strain he must be an imag-
inative soul. He must erect in hig mind's
eve an ideal fowl, and then persevere in
| his endeavor to produce one like it. He
jots down a description’ of his visionary
'ghird from beak to toenall. If he prefers
ito go by the standard, he will find that
| very exacting. Every detail is Jooked to
| serupulously; length and color of comb;
lareh of neck; length and breadth of
| back; design and color of plumage, &c.,
| &ec. Having decided upon an jdeal, he
mates his birds and starts his strain,
| picking from each brood the most perfect
| specimens and gradually working toward
{this ideal through generation after genera-
{tion. It is a sort of partnership arrange-
| ment with the Almighty; the fancier at-
|tends to the matings, and sees that they
are properly cared for, while the Lord
"d:-r-s the rest,

| It requires much time and patience to
breed a line up to anything approaching
perfection, but once aitained the reward
{ iz well worthy of the effort. Single birds
!huve soid in this country for as much as
£1,000, while in England still higher prices
have been paid for individual specimens.
The breeder does not depend altogether
upon fancy prices for individual birds,
however, for his returns. He profits by
the increased productiveness of his flocks.
For instance. in the matter of egg laving
it may be cited that the average American
hen lays about 100 eggs per year. The
practical poultryman goes in for better
results, and gets them. Numerous in-
stances show whole flocks with an aver-
age of 200 to the hen per year—an in-
crease of 100 per cent. If this increase in
productiveness could be taken advantage
of all along the line by people raising
chickens, the sum realized annually would
add millions of dollars to the national
wealth. Furthermore, the benefit derived
would not cease with the additional cash
in hand. Nature's two natural foods are
milk and eggs. Egg is everything that
goes into flesh and bone. These are facts
worth noting as we take an involce of the
possibilities of old Mrs. Hen.

The three most prominent members of
the large poultry family in this country
are the Leghorns, the Wyandottes, and
the Plymouth Rocks, The Leghorns are
the eg® type. They are long in body, light
in weight, and very active. Their average
frequently runs as high as 200 eggs per
vear to the hen., The Wyandottes are
strictly an American production. They
are short in body, plump, round, and
heavier than the Leghorns, They have
full breast development, have yellow legs
and skin, and consequently show up well
when dressed. Their meat Is tender, has
fine grain and good flavor, and they are
the ideal table fowl, either as broilers,
weighing from one-half pound to a pound
and a half, or as roasters, weighing from
three to five pour %s. The Plymouth Rocks
are very similar to the Wyandoties, ex-
cept their bodies are longer, and they
will weigh a pound more at maturity.

American all-purpose bird; the kind the
farmer, the fanecier, and all swear by.

The Barred Plymouth Rock is the great’

The Wyandotte is a later breed and is

breeders, but the old stand-bys, the
Barred Rocks, will doubtless hold their
supremacy for many years.

When poultry shows were first held a
few years ago they were very small af-
fairs, usually pulled off in some empty
storeroom or other bullding that could be
hired cheap, Flve or six exhibitors would
enter from 50 to 200 fowls, and then dig
down in their pockets to make good the
shortage in expenses. Now it is different.
The peultry show is a declded event. In
New York the annual show is held in the
great Madison Square Garden, in Boston
in Mechanics’ Hall, and in Chicago in the
Seventh Regiment Armory. The rallroads
give reduced rates, the Assoclated Press
renders detailed reports, and thousands
of people turn out to see the feathered
beauties. At these big shows the number
of fowls on exhibition average from 4,000
to 6,000, some of them worth a few dol-
lars, and others worth a few hundred
doilars.

We think we bhave the fever pretty
bad nowadays when we plank down sev-
era! hundred dollars for a few pounds
of chicken flesh, proportioned to suit our
fancy and feathered to suit our taste, but
history relates that our fore-daddies were
not so slow in enthusing over the same
subject. While the Hollanders were going
daffy over tulips and paying §L.00 for a
single bulb, poultrymen In this country
were giving from $35 to 350 per egg for
geltings that promised to be the right
sort and thinking little of it. Messrs.
Horace Greeley and P. T. Barnum were
charter members of the New York Poul-
try Association, and both of these weil-
known American characters had much to
do with the earily development of thor-
oughbred fowls in this country,

These gentiemen were instrumental in
the importation of the first Asiatic fowls

seen here. According to all accounts, the
lank, angular Shanghais when first
brought over were a sight to behold.

They were tall enough to eat corn off the
top of an ordinary barrel, stood on end,
and were as ravenous as wolves, Few
people would suspect that the fRAuffy,
dainty Cochin, the recognized beauty of
the poultry family, is the direct descend-
ant of this tall, awkward ese fowl,
yvet such is the case. The wehin is a
most ample testimonial to the skill of the
breeder.

Many of America's noted people have
been, and are now, interested in the &e.
velopment of poultry. When Rutherford
B. Hayes' term of office expired as Presi-
dent of the United States, he went Inlo
the chicken business; Grover Cleveland is
heavily interested in the industry; John
D. Rockefeller got his start by feeding
chickens for the market; Levi P. Morton
was an enthusiast over fine fowls; the
Havemeyers, of sugar fame, raise thou-
sands of chickens each year; while, on the
other side of the water, King Edward is
an enthusiastic fancier, and ma
members of the English no
great interest in the sclence of producing
fine specimens.

To-morrow — Development
Incubator.

of the

HOME.

Editor The Washington Herald:

- If you cannot write a poem

You can make ome of your home;
Acts of kindness, tropes of sunshive,
Gentle words in lyric tones

These round out the shining cantos,
Ring the bells in life's high dome,
Bing the measurss, chant the movements,
Build the epic of the home
—Jobn Langdon Dudiey,

The lines above, writien many years
ago by Mr. Dudley, seem, in these days,

prophetic. Home has now more enemles
than anything else. For love, free di-

vorce, Mormonism with its feundation of
polygamy and, withal, free w Ky; stimu~
jating to lcense immorg*tyv—all have
come to the front, to conjuare the politl-
clan who aims, not to lead, but to please
the people. Home is seriously menaced
by these insidious agenciles, The merest
trifies send people to the divorce courts,
and the most unprincipled lawyers are
encouraging the weak-minded to break
the marriege tie on the flimsiest pretexts.
Age-lnng conventions, sanctioned }-_v the
wise and good, are trodden under foot as
ruthlessly as if right and wrong no longer
existed,

In his last illness, a trained nurse was
employed to assist in care of Mr, Dud-
Jey. Almost his last words were these,
The nurse had gone out for her daily
rest, and we were alone together: “Do
you mean to tell me that women Iike
this nurse go about taking care of men?”
he asked. "Yes."”

“Well, I don't like it,”" he sald, his dark
eyes growing darker. “It destroys wo-
manly modesty; it lowers life, and it
ought not to be. There is that which is
proper and becoming, but it is not proper
for a strange woman to take care of 2
man in sickness. Men should be the
nurses of men.”

Over and over have those words com#
back to me, as I have seen the evils ¢nd
the deterioration resulting from womean's
encroachment upon the worid of men.
Voting ecarries with it no indelicacy, but
personal association of men and women
beyond the pale of propriety is indelicate,
if no more,

It is good i0 note that Wimodaughsis
is to aave a botany class. I want to join
it before the blue lupins come, Are they
about Washington, those wolf flower
In Massachusetts I have seen them o
a hillside, when ft was easy to fancy
the clusters were indeed blue wolves rest-
ing in the sun.

Our poor relations run wild, often gain
more than wealth. It is pitiful to hear Mr.
Carnegie begging to be allowed to still be
“3 bee to gather and distribuie honey.”
Not long ago a magazine paid him to de-
clare that *“rich folks are not of a high
order of intellect.”” He read that in a
newspaper and holdly appropriated it for
& magazine, but if he admits he don’t
know much, what i{s his advice worth?
The trouble is, rich men create poverty
and then give back in charity what they
took by force or fraud. They don't know
enough to “love their neighbors as them-
selves,” and let them have a chance to
buy their own libraries. Even schools do
no good to those too poor to attend them.
It is the very rich, too, who are worst
in ali demoralization—divorces, wom.n,
and wine, and murder, often.

If Milwaukee had not robbed me of my
property to give It to lawyers, too lazy
to work for a lving, I would not bulld
me a sarcophagus to live in in the fash-
jonable slums of any city, but 1 would
have a home “with a small h" with
woods and fields and fruit angd waving
grain, and every soul sbout me should
work with his hands, because, while too
much manual labor degrading, thers
‘4 a spiritual culture in labor not to be
gained otherwise. Why was the Carist 2

carpenter? No education 18 complets
without the trained hand of toll. Polities

is net so Interesting as religion. The
Eucharist has a lesson in Rhode Island
higher than thet of the stern sister, Mas-
sachusetts,

fast growing in

popularity, especlally with

MARION CHURCHILL DUDLEX.



